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Xow all those Charms, that blooming Grace,
The well-proportion'd Shape and beauteous Face,
Shall never more be seen by Mortal Eyes ;
In Earth the much-lamented Virgin lies !
Xct Wit nor Piety oou'd Fate prevent;
Nor was the cruel Destiny content
To finish all the Murder at a blow,
To sweep at once her Life and Beauty too ;
But, like a hardn'd Felon, took a pride
To work more Mischievously slow,
And plundered first, and then destroyed.
0 double Sacrilege on things Divine,,
To rob the Reliqne, and deface the Shrine !
But thus Orinda dy'd :
Heav'n, by the same Disease, did both translate.
As equal were their Souls, so equal was their fate.
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Mean time, her Warlike brother on the Seas
His waving Streamers to the Winds displays.
And vows for his Return, with vain Devotion, pays.
Ah, Generous Youth ! that Wish forbear,
The Winds too soon will waft thee here !
Slack all thy Sails, and fear to come,
Alas, thou knoWst not, thou art wreck'd at home!
No more shalt thou behold thy Sister's Face,
Thou hast already had her last Embrace.
But look aloft, and if thou ken5st from far,